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This purely evil guild, 
known as the Clan of 
Vampires, hath been 
disturbing the small 
village of Slateholm 
ever since the first 
settler in the region. 
Tis not a small thing 
that these evil beings 
walk around the town 
at night and prey on 
the fool who stays up 
late. Lurking in the 
shadow and staying 

out of the way of 
sunlight, these 
creatures lie in wait 
for hapless victims to 
help ease their thirst 
for fresh blood. For 
some reason silver 
weapons do not harm 
these creatures and 
other materials harm 
them very little. 

What shall the people 
do against such a 
force? Tonight i tried 
to find out. I recieved 
a call that the 
vampires were out 
again. I decided to do 
what my meaningless 
self could. Twas a 
dreadful and 
ultimately wrong idea 
to hunt these nightly 
creatures. I founda 
few who looked like 


ordinary people. But 
when they spoke to 

me, my bloose froze. 
My eyes were wide 
open, and the hair on 
my neck stood so 
straight as if it were 
reaching for a release 
from this earthly 
world. 


Never could I imagine 
the horror running 
through me. Pale 
skill as a clear moon 
but dark features like 
the ebony sky, these 
frightful creatures 
had me frozen ina 
still stance. Slowly 
they whispered that 
they were going to 
feast on my blood. 
Please I begged to the 
Gods, let me move my 
feet, or at least pull 
my weapon out to 
defend myself. 
Thankful that the 

Gods heard me, I drew 
out my halbre and the 
lead vampire met me 
head on. One on one 
with the others 
standing laughing, 
horrible laughter. I 
felt the cod grip of 
fear trying to freeze 
my limbs once again. 
The Vampire tired to 
bite me several times 
but my trustworthy 
crossbow held them 
back. My steel 
obviously had no 
affect on them so that 
I had to try something 
else. I beat the 
vampires back but it 


was a short rest. For 
they grew strooner 
with the hour 

growing. Then at the 
darkest of moments in 
time, and in being, 
these creatures 
unleashed their 
hideous magic against 
me and felt the life 
ebb from me. Before I 
could think again I 
was in deathrobes, 
standing in the ether 
realm. I watched as 
the being ate from my 
lifeless body. My 
limbs were strewn 
assunder and my most 
prized possessions 
lost to me forever. I 
failed my ancestores 
in ridding he world of 
evil. These were too 
strong a force, both 
physically and 
spiritually. But what 
would you expect 

from creatures that 
hath lived for 
hundreds if not 
thousand of years? I 
am unsure where my 
body will hang. I feel 
the lure of the 
vampire now, 

submisive to the 
leader that ate from 
my corpse first. 

What shall I do? 

Heave should I come to 
you, or the dark magic 
that awaits with its 
unearthly being? I 
feel that this is to 
much a task for one 
self to decide. I shall 
contemplate this for 
as long as I can resist 


the sweet urge of 
undead that I know I 
would become. Please 
let me have the 
stength to contine. 
Please... 
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